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It was 3:00 am. before he finally went to sleep. Usually after a show he downed enough fucking painkillers with 
enough fucking Jager to be passed out long before now, but not tonight. It was as if he fucking knew. He must 
not though, or he would have broken my nose or tossed me and my drumsticks off the bus somewhere in 


bumfuck Ohio by now. 


Unforgiving bastard. | know he's pissed at Axl after the Montreal fiasco last summer, we all were at the time. 
But the fucking pyro wasn't Axl's fault, dammit. He was just in a bad mood that night and when his mic didn't 
work, well, he got fucking upset. Not like the Mighty Hetfield never got bitchy about faulty equipment. | snorted 
and rolled my eyes, remembering having to duck as fucking music stands and fucking microphones were being 
thrown at my fucking head because something wasn't working right. At least when Kirk got pissy about 
equipment he just whined. 


Axl and | had had a "thing" going on before the accident, and we saw no reason to end it after. Not a 


relationship, just sex. Lots of it. We didn't see each other at all for a short while after the incident, but it's 
been almost a year now and we still have to fucking sneak around. | feel like a teenage girl hiding her boyfriend 
from her fucking dad. Time to forgive and forget, Hetfield. Let bygones be fucking bygones and all that shit. His 
arm is much better now. He says it still hurts and that's why he still takes the fucking pills, but we all know 
better. We just don't say anything that might piss him off. 


| listened carefully to make certain he was asleep and heard him snoring. | could finally sneak out without 
playing twenty fucking questions. | hadn't bothered to take off my jeans before hiding under the covers, so in 
less than a minute | pulled on my favorite Circus t-shirt and some tennis shoes and quietly let myself out of 


the room. 


Two floors down, one door to the right and | was there. Finally. | knocked, then waited impatiently for him to 
answer. | had a strange feeling in my gut, like | was being followed, but when | looked around there was nobody 
there. All this fucking sneaking around was making me paranoid | guess. The door finally opened, and he stood 


there naked, his long red hair disheveled, yawning and scowling at the same time. 
"Where the fuck have you been?" 

He was always cranky when he first woke up. Didnt matter what time it was. 
"Sorry. James wouldn't fucking go to sleep" 


| pushed past him and headed straight for the bed. I'd waited long enough. Axl grinned as he shut the door 
behind him and followed me. Again | thought | saw something briefly at the door. | really needed to get laid. And 
to get away from James since he was clearly causing me to lose my mind. Axl had stopped at the foot of the 
bed, standing there with his arms crossed watching me. | smiled my most dazzling smile at him and stripped 
off the shirt | had been wearing for a total of three minutes. He smiled back and closed the distance between 
us quickly, wrapping his arms around my waist and tugging my jeans down without bothering to unzip them 


first. 


We fell back onto the King size bed in a mass of legs and arms, our tongues fighting for space in the other's 
mouth. His hands seemed to be everywhere at once, rubbing my belly and playfully tugging at my nipples. | 
didn't realize he had gotten the rest of my clothes off until | felt his dick rubbing against mine. It felt so 
fucking good, HE felt so fucking good. | was moaning and writhing in pleasure, | couldn't wait to get him inside 
me. | squirmed away from his wandering hands and rolled over to my stomach, raising my ass up to let him 
know what | wanted. He took the hint, reaching for the lube that was helpfully sitting on the nightstand and 


laughing somewhat evilly. 
"Damn, dude. Spending all that extra time with him tonight got you more hot than usual." 
The word "him" wasn't spoken, it was snarled. Axl hated James as much as James hated Axl. Not for the same 


reason, though. Axl had long ago figured out that | was completely and totally in love with my hot-headed, 


temperamental, and very straight lead singer. And he rarely missed a chance to shove it in my face, the 


bastard. 


A soft kiss on my neck brought me back from my wandering thoughts. He was nibbling at my ear as he gently 
pushed two fingers inside to get me ready. He must not be too pissed about the lateness of my arrival, or he 
wouldn't be taking his time like this. He knew | liked it this way the best, so when he was pissed he just 
slammed me over a piece of furniture and took me. Just then he lightly brushed over my hot spot and all 
thoughts of James, and the nagging feeling of being watched, flew out of my head. White lights were shooting 
off behind my eyes and | heard myself begging him for more as | vaguely felt him remove his fingers and 
replace them with his...... 


"Whatcha reading?" 


| jumped, clutching at my chest to try and keep my heart from bursting out of it and shouted in surprise and 
shock. 


"KIRK! The FUCK are you doing?" 


| looked up at him and realized he was looking at the monitor over my shoulder with his usual cheerful grin. | 


grabbed the mouse and clicked out of the site. 
"Just some fan website one of the crew told me about." 


It was taking all the will power | had to keep my hands from shaking and my voice from cracking. Kirk was 
looking at me innocently, he must not have been behind me long enough to read anything incriminating. 


"Must have been interesting, | called your name three times." 
"Not that interesting, | was actually thinking about a drum fill for one of the new songs." 
"Oh yeah? Cool" He grinned. "James and Tru are back from lunch and ready to get back to work" 


| jumped up and headed quickly out of my office and down the hall, hoping the lie didn't sound as fucking 
unbelievable to him as it did to me. | couldn't fucking believe what | had just been fucking reading..it had me 
floored! 


| got this anonymous e-mail telling me | needed to check out this site, and this story in particular. | knew there 
were fictional stories out there about us, but this site was new to me. It clearly says its fan "fiction", but 
that story was almost exactly true. It was as if the fucking author had been hiding in the fucking room 
watching me and Axl. How the fuck could that be? | know Axl has become a fucking recluse, but he was always 
so closeted there's no way he would write about one of our trysts, even passing it off as fictional. Maybe a 
fucking paparazzi had been hiding outside the fucking window. But there had never been any fucking photos. 
Why would they watch and not take any shots? 


Kirk grinned. Lars was so damned preoccupied he hadn't realized that he'd stayed behind in the office. He pulled 
the site back up and checked. Yep, Lars had signed up as a member and had been reading the story that a 
"fan" had sent him the head's up about. He's so fucking predictable. Kirk chuckled to himself and rolled the 
wedding ring around on his finger as he shut Lars' computer back down and meandered off to the rehearsal 
room where the others were setting up. Lars was pacing and muttering to himself like he always did when he's 
nervous. Kirk picked up his guitar and winked at Tru as he walked past him to his seat. He started warming up, 
wondering what his next "fic" should be about. Maybe the time Lars and Lemmy were in the men's room at 


some dive bar in Jersey. This was gonna be fun 


